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vince neil/axl rose 


| don't own these people and these events never happened. So don't sue me. 

Vince Neil was beginning to relax after headlining the Guns r' Roses/Motley Crue tour, stripping off what was 

left of his groupie-shredded white top. He began fighting with his pink bandana which had become knotted in his 
blonde hair. He threw a brush at the mirror in frustration, but a knock on the door saved the matching comb 

from joining it. He stalked over to the door, still tearing at the cloth in his hair. He opened the door and smiled 

at his visitor. 

"Hey Axl.” 

The redhead blushed, looking down at his cowboy boots. 


‘| um, need your help.” 


His voice was barely above a low whisper, totally different from the rough growl he had used on stage that 


night. 


"Sure, come in" 

He latched the door securely behind him, and turned to see Axl begin laughing. 

"What?" 

Axl pointed at his hair still laughing. Vince smiled as he realized what he was pointing at. 

"Yeah, the fuckers’ against me." 

Axl nodded in mock seriousness, and Vince laughed for the first time that night. 

"I can get it out. Where's your sink?" 

Without replying, he lead him through his messy suite. He kicked open the door, adding yet another scuffle- 
mark to its tarnished surface. He stood in front of the mirror, staring into the reflection of Axls' gray eyes. 
The singer turned on the faucet, running the water through his fingers until it was warm. He then gently lifted 
the clump of blonde hair soaking it. He patiently began loosening the locks from each other, then slid the wet 
fabric free. He presented it to Vince with a confident smile. The bottle-sunshine blonde took it gratefully 
before throwing it in the direction of the trash. 

"I can't thank you enough, | thought | was going to have to cut my hair." 

"You shouldn't ever." 

Axl blushed at his outburst, the stood fidgeting. 

"Thanks. Neither should you. Now, what did you want my help with?" 

He kept his voice calm, not knowing why Axl was so nervous, they had always gotten along pretty well 

"My voice, | can't seem to keep it strong after a show, especially if | drink the night before." 

Vince led them out of the bathroom back to his bedroom. 

"Sit on the bed" 

Without questioning, he did so. Vince sat beside him, turning to face him sitting cross-legged. He put his hand 
on Axls' bare chest. He smiled inwardly at his quick intake of breath, but pretended he didn't notice. He moved 


his hand down. 


"This is your diagram. Sing through that and you'll save your voice." 


Axl watched his hand through under his bangs. 

"Breathe in as deep as you can 

Axl breathed, lifting his head to catch Vinces' grin of approval. 

"Again" 

He breathed in, feeling Vinces' hand move against his ribs. 

"There you go. And if you need, take a break whenever you can and drink cold water." 


Axl nodded, hair falling across his shoulders. Vince lifted his hand away, missing his soft skin before mentally 
chastising himself. 


"Vince?" 

The blonde met his gaze. 

"That's not all | wanted help with." 

Vince waited, running his hands up and down Axls' bare shoulders as they started to shake. 

"Here baby, get under the covers." 

Axl crawled up and Vince gazed appreciatively at the rear view. He covered him up to his chin, but after a few 
moments he realized the lithe singer was still shivering. He lay beside him, enveloping him in his arms without 
a thought to the consequences, 


"l'm just nervous." 


He tried to laugh it off but Vince wasn't fooled. Half-shaped moons were forming on his arms from Axls' grip, 


and he smoothed the silky hair with one hand. 

"Of me? With those nails you'd win any catfight" 

Axl laughed, easing his grip. 

"lm sorry! 

Vince kept stroking his hair, waiting for Axl to explain whatever it was he wanted help with. 


"I can't stop thinking about you." 


It came out in a quiet rush, hiding his face in his chest. Vince froze, sure he had heard incorrectly. Axl took 


his silence for rejection, and lifted his head, trying to free himself. 

"You're not fucking with my mind?" 

Axl shook his head. 

"You don't have to do anything about it" 

"| want to. | just don't know how." 

| can show you. If you'd like.” 

Axl nodded. 

“Alright. Can | kiss you?" 

"Please." 

Vince watched him lift his head up for him, before eagerly separating his lips with his tongue. He felt Axls' 
fingers in his hair, and was grateful they were free of lock-snagging rings. He moved in closer, turning Axl onto 
his back. His kisses didn't taste like lipstick which was a nice change, nothing was between him and Axls' pure 
taste. He worried that Axl might be getting uncomfortable, and he lifted his mouth. The redheads’ mouth was 
swollen beautifully by kisses, and he smiled down into Axls' passion-diluted eyes. 

"You okay?" 

He nodded. The blonde settled himself between Axls' legs, and starting unlacing the leather ties. He breathe 
quickened as he slid the black fabric down his legs, kissing a beauty mark on the inside of his left thigh. He 
stood up, and began sliding his skintight pants off. He kicked them away and when he turned around Axl gasped. 
"See something you like?" 

His teasing caused Axl to blush yet again. 


"Yeah. You." 


Vince opened the nightstands drawer, rummaging around for his lube. Finally he brought it out. Axls' eyes 


widened and he curled into himself. Vince left the tube on the table and returned to his side. 


"Hey. Look at me." 


The redhead shook his head. 

"Please?" 

Gray-blue eyes lifted to his, and he rested his hand on his waist, while the other brushed his hair aside. 
‘Its okay if we don't make love." 

He cringed at his corny words, half-expecting Axl to get up laughing. To his surprise, Axl didn't even smile. 
"You don't think we're just fucking? 

His inquiry was quiet, and Vince shook his head. 

"Of course not. You're not some parasite, you're not a groupie. You're my beautiful friend" 

He laughed at his naive statement, but Axl covered his mouth with his hand. 

"You're lies are easier to believe if you don't laugh." 

His tone was cold. Vince grabbed his wrist. 

"Im not fucking lying. You are my friend and you are fucking beautiful. I've wanted you here for a long time.” 
Axl gently pried his viselike grip, knotting their fingers together. He hugged him tightly scared of how close 
they had gotten to walking out of this night. Their cocks brushed against each other and Axl smiled into his 


neck. 


"You decide how far you want to go." 


Axl reached behind him, grabbing the abandoned tube and handing it to Vince. The blonde took it separating 


their torsos. He coated his cock, watching Axl for any sign of discomfort. 

"All fours will be easier for your first time." 

"| won't see you." 

His shy answer hurt him, and he kissed him hard, wishing he could steal all that low self-esteem. 
"I'll be right here" 


Axl nodded, hair scattering around his blushing face as he detached himself from Vinces, warm body. He rose 
to all fours, his arms slightly trembling from his weight and fear. Vnce lifted his hair, kissing his cheek. Then 


he turned his face to him, kissing his mouth. 
"You're so beautiful." 


Axl grinned. He grabbed one of his hands, gripping his fingers tight to reassure him. The first push made Axl 


scream. He froze then rested his cheek on Axls' spine. 

"Keep going.” 

His voice was ragged and he drew out, pushing in at an angle, and Axls' cry was of pleasure. He reached around 
him, stroking the weeping head of his cock. Without stopping his rhythm he brought his finger to his mouth 
tasting his lover. He pushed in deeper. 

"You taste so good" 


Axl moaned his name. 


"You can cum" 


He quickened his pace on his cock, not surprised at how fast his hand filled with the sticky fluid. He licked it off 
his palm, cumming soon after in Axl, surprising the redhead when he dropped beside him, dragging him into his 
arms. 

"Was it okay?" 

Vince kissed the crown of his head. 


"No. You were perfect" 


Axls' smile was contagious, and he kissed the corner of his mouth so as not to disturb it. Axl caught his 
bottom lip, biting gently before allowing himself to be kissed again. 


"| love you." 

Vince tightened his grip. 

‘| love you too." 

"Can we always sleep like this? | mean with our arms around each other?" 
Vince smiled at him, rolling on to his back he felt Axl curl against his side. 


"This may be more comfortable." 


His answer was flippant, as he was trying to lighten the moment. Axl felt chastised and only nodded. Vince 
sighed. 


"| didn't mean it like that. l'm just so surprised you actually want me." 
Axl stared up at him. 
"Me too. It ll work out, | promise." 


Vince kissed him, sealing his side of their promise. 


